'bag of masks**
nearly god-like to live with, if only I could hang on to it and use
it all the time. But that is a very large "if only", and I must have
lapsed within the first five minutes. £asy enough to see what is
touching when there is nothing maddening about it to cloud its
limpid quality and deflect our sympathy. For instance, this extract
from a letter which was an exhibit at the Hants Summer Assizes,
where a man was tried for bigamy, and wrote to his wife: "It
appeared to me that you did not want to have a baby (always
telling me to be careful and what not). So, at last, someone (who
is not afraid) is going to have a baby for me.*' None of us could
fail to be moved by this illiterate and fumbling way he expressed
his deep and bitter disappointment at the girl he had married,
who so clearly had no feeling for life, but put in its stead a sort
of fidgety self-preservation. And I remember seeing a woman
whom we had all thought single-mindedly devoted to one man,
take infinite trouble not to notice him but to collect and keep
around her every other man within range; of course we realized
that flirting, in her case, did not mean she was getting tired of him,
but that on the contrary he was getting tired of her; and she,
caring more than ever, was desperately trying to show him how
he was about to throw away carelessly something that still had
power to attract; touching enough, though we could not help
being slightly irritated watching her activities, her ripplings in
all directions; she should have sat down and k£pt still. It is always
painful and embarrassing to watch somebody hard at work behind
a mask, when your instinct assures you that the object of it all has
guessed the motive and she might as well take the mask off again.
Othello and Swann, in their plural agonies of jealousy, command
our passionate sympathy; nevertheless, in real life a human
being suffering from jealousy rarely gets even a shred of it:
"Darling, I believe you're jealous!"—(with a smile that pretends
to be incredulous that any person within one's ken could possibly
be so small-minded and petty and uncontrolled and lacking in
pride and altogether despicable).
"It's so silly to be jealous. After all, where does it get you?**
(Where indeed? Shakespeare told us; so did Proust.)
"If there's one thing f m not and never have been, it's jealous.
I simply don't know how to be .. .**
But take this down slowly and clearly: One is not jealous for fen.
Jealousy is never luxurious or self-indulgent; it is aa affliction, as
severe a handicap all through life as to be born with a ebb foot or
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